THE   QUESTING   BEAST
against stinging nettles, who were Germans, and in the
winter late afternoons we had night attacks. I was then
the proud possessor of a real sword which had belonged to
my father when he was in the Worcestershire Volunteer
Artillery in about '92. Childish as our battles were, the
suspense of waiting in a dark wood for an enemy was not
so very remote from what I was to experience later in
actual warfare. None of us children was ever afraid of
the dark as far as I can remember, and to this day I have
a great love of night walks. This sympathy, as I may call
it, with the night stood me in good stead later on.
We spent a few weeks every summer, till my Grand-
mother Ridsdale died, at Rottingdean, and there we all
learnt to swim at a very early age. Those summers were
happy times, and picnics on the downs with our cousins,
the Mackails, and the rather older children of Edward
Carson are still vivid memories. I was to see a lot of
Rottingdean in the years that followed, for in 1908 I went
to school there and began the second stage of my life.